260            THREE YEARS IN MANIPUR

the majority cried out that they were the
Ghoorkas from Cachar. I shut my eyes,
for I could not bear the strain of watching
them while their identity was uncertain.
But at last a Sahib was descried amongst
them, and all doubt was over; they were
the Ghoorkas, and we were saved. I
remember someone asking me if I would
make one last effort and run down the hill
to meet them, as the firing was still going
on, and a stray bullet might even then find
its billet; and I remember getting up, with
a mist in my eyes and a surging in my head,
and running as I have never run before or.
since down the hill, helped along by two
of the officers.

I remember putting my foot on a stone
which rolled away from under it, and gave
my ankle a wrench which sprained it, and
turned me sick and giddy with pain ; and
I remember meeting Captain Cowley, and
seeing his men rushing past me up the hill,
and then I remember nothing more for